Tele ey 
aie et 


"97.99 CAN /ISBN: 0.679-688292 
‘COMING NOVEMBER 1998 


"Interrupting Godzilla’s hibernation under bi be 
- Pacific, a land mass the size of Texas rises om the 
as epths of the ocean, forming a new continent on : 
‘the Earth. As the world powers rush to claim this 
undiscovered country, they find vast ruins from a 
strange undersea civilization and eventually uncover 
a small group of survivors from this nearly extinct 
POY 
The nations of the world greedily fight over the 
new continent and its valuable resources. But as 
armies roll across the lost continent to wage a war | 
_ of ownership, they discover that deadly perils also 
live here. The monsters Manda, Varan, and Battra 
have made this continent their home. Finally, 4 
totally new monster emerges, defeating all of man’s 
weapons. Now only Godzilla can save humanity— 
and the mysterious inhabitants of this lost contt 
nent—from certain doom. 
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Wy, July 2, 2005, 8:11 a.m. 
ast Guard cutier Persistence 
Ulical miles from Los Angeles 


ng his sunglasses on top of his head, Captain 
Wdhauer scanned the horizon with powerful 
loculars. The morning was bright and sunny. The 
romised to be a hot one, and the waters of the 
¢ were calm. | 
Yamned funny thing, not finding either of 
Missing boats,” Ensign Rane announced as he 


nto the bridge. 
at are you doing here?” Captain Goodnauer 


tT thought I relieved you and sent you off to 


did, skipper” Rane replied. “But | heard 
is more trouble brewing of the high seas 


s and turned 
nd in command. “News travels fast,’ the 


10 the radioman in the galley, Rens co | 


hat’s the scoop?” 


Goodnauer stared at the sea ahead of them as 1 
i ape vile. ag0, the National Park Service go 
y a mayday call from the en 
rve on Anacapa ; — 
Bea iiopened to them? » Rane asked, blinking. 

“HQ didn’t get much more than the mayday 
before they Jost all contact with the island? 
Goodnauer continued. “sq nobody really knows.” | 

- The officers exchanged glances. 

“I guess theyre lucky we're SO close” Rane 
observed. 

“Better than that’ Captain Goodnauer 
announced, pointing to a barren collection of rocks 
less than a mile off their bow. 

“We've arrived...” 


Saturday, July 2, 2005, 9:55 A.M. 
Santa Monica Pier 


Gecko squinted into the sun, pulling his baseball 
hat down to shade his eyes. Shifting the pencil in 
his hand, the young artist stared at his sketch. Then 
. looked up at his subject—a pretty young 
exican-American girl with dark, expressive eyes 
and long raven-black hair. 
ee paced pencil to paper once again as he 
€ girl’s jawlin igh- 
Oa ties hea J e and added some hig 
| N 
ae eae Several of the regular sketch artists Wh 
ee By Santa Monica Pier shot Gecko envious 
ettnnn “ad them would have to wait until the 
afternoon, when crowds were thickest, before they 


rs guarding the sea — 


t 


+ 
L) 


at 


ba 


= mpleted the © 

When he handed the drawing oe ee 
1 other, the woman smiled with d elight. . 
is SO beautiful, sevior? the woman marveled. 

she fished in her purse for the money, Gecko 
90k his head. | 
the first sketch of the day is always free” he 
d with a smile. : 7 
Gracias; the woman said gratefully. “Her grand- 
ther, who is still in Mexico, will love this por- 
it. You made Rosita look so pretty” 
“Tjust drew what I saw,’ Gecko replied. 
ie girl named Rosita stole a glance at the hand- 
me young artist. Gecko smiled at her as she and 
ler mother departed. | 

Gecko stretched, raising his skinny, tattooed 
fms into the air over his head. The girl he had just 
rawn Was quite beautiful, and the sketch was one 
f his best, but he found little pleasure in pracuic 
his art these days. There was a time when ye 
ing a portrait meant something him, but 


Was long past. 


cko had been drawing fo 
smber. His earliest childhood memory includ 


cil and a sketchbook. His talent as yee 
en recognized from 4n early poe i 
2 career seemed to wait in his nee # . 
. tudy at a prestigious art sc | 


r as long as he could 


‘aning his studies, the youth 
st in aftistic pursuits. His work 
‘andane and uninspired. Against the | 
of his counselors and teachers, Gecko 
4 out of school after his first year. 

: nd why not? he thought, flipping his ponytail | Ss 
~ over his natrow shoulder. All that art school ~ 
taught me was the names of techniques Td | 


already mastered instinctively as a child. pet 
Gecko wanted to be inspired by art school | ! 
Instead he had been bored, then disillusioned. He 
felt trapped, and came to believe that the only way | I 
he could regain his love of art was to dropoutand | 
explore his talent on his own. : 
But that didn’t work, either. | 
Once Gecko had dreamed of becoming a great | i 
painter. Now he was just another burned-out it 
drifter hanging out on the pier. A bitter nineteem- r 


year-old art school dropout who was too jaded to 


Practice his ski 
<a S skills beyond sketching people for S 


“hal Gecko had come to the realization that | 
ui. aes as in this world to inspire him. He 7 
Bie thee create art, but he lacked the inspif* 4 


Rigg ae him to do the work. Drawin8 
; och had once given him so much 
B ‘OW simply a way to make a buck. 


yr [ | ay » he'd tried abstract art, but mind 


- apeless blobs didn’t move him. He | 


senses once again, h e oe ld stim 


i ould find a subject worthy enough - | : oe 


acapa Islands 

hing,” Captain Goodnauer said, slamming his 
s on the deck rail. “No park rangers, no camp, 
9 shelter, no sea lions—nothing at all” | 
‘The skipper shook his head. “What could hay 
jappened here?” he wondered aloud. | 

© At the captain’s side, Ensign Rane shook his 
lead, too. | 


“Put in a call to Santa Cruz,’ the captain com: 
anded. “Maybe our missing rangers headed one 
el resort after whatever happened to them hap 
d” 

Three minutes later, as Goodnauet and a 
d out at the mysteriously deserted island, 

; called to them from the bridge: J 
can’t raise Santa Cruz, Captain, he en me 
Wdnauer was suddenly very alarme “ te 
a, then,” he suggested. Rg 


st e there 
wn rep ed. “About 1 the missing boa 
‘know, nobody has talked to anyot at 
sort since—but they have to be okay. 

ae a why is that?” Captain Goodnauer aske 

“Well: » the radioman replied hesitantly. “M 
“Bill Stuart were on watch last night. We saw D: 
lights flickering in the sky from that ii 
around midnight.” 

_ The radioman paused. i 

“Yeah, that’s right” Ensign Rane added. “There 
were explosions, too—I figured the management ~ 
of the Ariel must have staged a fireworks ds or 
something.” 

Goodnauer’s eyes squinted. 

“Okay,” the skipper announced a moment later 
“Power up the engines. Let’s head over to Santa 
Cruz. : 

_ Im going to find out what the hell is going on 
around here, even if it kills me” 7 | 


Thirty Minutes ee the Persistence cautiously | 
approached the shores of the once-exclusive Santa 
Cruz Island. Even from half a mile away, it was 
apparent that something terrible had happ 


___The main resort complex had been leve vad 
ings Ses in ruins, and smoke rose lazi 
vada oe: -A brightly colored 


€. The lavish eigh 


‘e er peered throughs bing ula 
see the blackened forms of several pec 
awied around the resort compound and 
ound the smashed swimming pool. 

~- was NO movement. No sign of life. 


Di 1 d they have a fire here?” Ensign Rane won- | 
eC aloud. 


simple fire wouldn’t have done all this,” 
1 Goodnauer replied, his scalp prickling in- 


We have to report this to headquarters, Ensign 
- said, still staring at the wreckage. “We've got 
yget some help out here.” 

SE enty Captain Goodnauer lowered his binoc- 
. He turned to his ensign, a look of stark horror 
S ruddy face. 

What is it, skipper?” Rane asked, alarmed now. 
There. . .there’s a set of gigantic footprints run- 
§ through the middle of the golf course,’ the 
tain replied, his face pale. | 
that moment, a immense shadow fell over the 
ist Guard cutter, blotting out the late-morning 


the opposite side of the ship, 4 sailor 
med out in terror.. | 


looked up from his sketchboo 


noo 


he 


vas wild and uncombed. 
4 get some breakfast?” sh - 


oa jock of long red hair around her in 


, Oe Gecko nodded, rising. “Let's go” = 
ae ‘The artist tucked his sketchbook under his rm 
- and thrust his pencils in the pocket of his battered 
leather vest. Together, the pair walked along the 
crowded pier, heading for their favorite snack food 
stand. | 

It was bright and sunny, and the amusement 
park at the edge of the pier was already crowded. 
People milled all around them. Teri watched the 

Ferris wheel turn in lazy circles as they walked. 

“Make much money today?” she asked. 

“Pye been taking it easy, the artist replied with a 
shrug. “The rent’s not due for a couple more 
weeks.” 

“I don’t understand why you waste your talent 
on this stupid pier? Teri mused. “If | had as much 
musical ability as you have artistic talent, I would 
have been on MTV ages ago.” 

“Talent isn’t everything,” Gecko replied. “You 
need motivation and inspiration, too. And you hav 
to play the game to get ahead.” | 

Teri rolled her blue eyes. “Well, I think the threat 
of Starvation is motivation enough, and I’ve been 
playing the game for, like, forever. It hasn’t gotten 
me anywhere yet.” 

Maybe you should try getting up before noon, 


: Gecko quipped. Teri snorted and waved her hand 
in reply. 


“she hissed, pointing out to sea. 
-ko followed her gaze. The hairs on the back 
neck prickled when he saw the cause of the 
otion. 
s than a mile away, wading through the blue 
, was an unimaginably huge black silhouette. 
ack form was gigantic, like a mountain. But a 
in that moved. as 
e thing strode through the water, the oce 
ed around its belly. Suddenly, a bell-like roar 
d across the water. 
'S Godzilla!” someone cried. 
denly, the crowd surged forward, p ake. 
- Gecko. He heard Teri cry out in alarm 
she was swept away from him by the panic 
N mob. The artist struggled to stay on his 
he was carried along by the fearful human 


gripped his sketchbook in his hand as he 


ac ier, He heard 
1 and shoved along the p e-ovell | 


Out, and saw a teenager pee 
into the waves far below. ! 
pidly as the creature 


feet 


: vagely beautiful 


Be 1 of Godzilla’s movements seemed ‘i 
h an alien nobility and a grace that no hu 


and his flesh rippled with each step. Atop the. 
body and long neck, a catlike, feral head rested 
Godzilla’s eyes were alert, and Gecko could sense 
an intelligence there. a 
Suddenly, the artist realized he had to try to cap- 
ture the monster’s presence with paint on canvas. — 
As he neared the end of the pier, Gecko broke 
away from the main mass of people and ran down 
a flight of wooden steps onto the sandy beach 
below. As the mob poured through the entrance 
gate to Santa Monica Pier and surged up Colorado 
Avenue, Gecko squatted down in the sand and 
positioned the sketchbook on his lap. a 
Godzilla slammed his tremendous bulk agains 
the pier, shaking the entire structure. Gecko began 
to draw. . 
The now-empty carousel collapsed, and the 
Ferris wheel tumbled into the Pacific Ocean with 4 
huge Splash. The end of the pier soon followed it 
into the surf. Huge waves, pushed ahead by the 
Monster's passing, washed over the pier, sweeping 
debris into the ocean. 
ae Godzilla roared again. The tremendous noise — 
__ €choed off the mountains as the jagged, irregular 
spikes on his back clattered together. His 10 


used on the tiny flyin 


€ paper as if they had a life of their own. The 
ist continued to work until the creature was 
Ose enough to smell. Then the wake from 
Godzilla’s movement sent huge waves crashing 
to the shore, nearly drowning the young artist. 
Reluctantly, Gecko rose and brushed off sand. 
er taking one last look at the creature that 
loomed above him, Gecko ran toward a flight of 
eps that led to the promenade along Ocean 
Wvenue, high atop the cliff above the beach. 
Minutes later, Gecko collapsed, huffing and puff- 
g, at the top of the staifs. He turned and faced 
dzilla and began sketching once agam: 
While Gecko worked, the King of the Monsise 
spped onto the beach. The earth shook, and her 
concrete staircase under him vibrated with se pe 
creature’s mighty steps. Godzilla'’s we ie x 
> and his feral head tilted to one side 
ted his defiance to the world. an to move UP. | 
on the mighty monster Depa "ae city 
> Avenue, toward the heart eae 


‘only the sounds of sirens. and 
_ buildings marked the cre< 


$ Gee Beked on his pre lieninitey sketole he 
egan to visualize the painting he would create 
“just as soon as he got home—if he still bad a 
‘home. But it didn’t matter. All he knew was that he . 
had finally found a subject worthy. of painting—a 
subject that truly inspired him. 
But the young man could not possibly compre. 
hend how this transforming event would alter the 
rest of his life... 
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Interview: 
Marc Cerasini 


Joshua Reynolds: | am interviewing author Marc Cerasini, 
who has penned numerous Godzilla books back in the 1990's 


such as Godzilla at World's End and Godzilla vs. the 


Robot Monsters. Today we will be talking about his work 
on the character, and also some additional plans that never 
materialized. In particular Godzilla and the Lost Continent, a 


proposed follow up to Godzilla vs. the Robot 


Monsters that was never made. This book has had both a 
cover and brief synopsis circulating, to give fans an idea of its 
contents. 


So on that latter note and my first question: concerning the 
lost project, Godzilla and the Lost Continent, what exactly was 
the monster that was described as a new threat to both 
Godzilla and the world? 


Marc Cerasini: The monster was Earth itself, as personified by 
Biollante (plant and water), and a new kaiju of living stone (to 
represent earth and fire. It was a spiky, gnarly thing not unlike Shin 
Godzilla, but a bit more anthropoid than reptilian). 


As for the plot, when the Lost Continent rose, nature completely 
renewed herself. Nuclear waste was neutralized, whole swathes of 
waste land were reforested overnight. Florida became a swamp 
again, Central Park an overgrown forest. Even the average well- 
tended American backyard became a tangle--literally overnight. 
Lakes purified themselves, Mercury and Lead vanished from the 
oceans, it was all good—until it wasn't. 


Triffid-like, forests began to choke off roads, shatter bridges and 
structures. Monsters emerged or reemerged, all heading salmon- 
like, to the Lost Continent for a huge kaiju confrontation. 
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MARC CERASINI 


Author Marc Cerasini has written many 
media tied publications for over a decade. 
This includes covering properties as 
diverse as 24, Wolverine (X-Men), Star 
Wars and naturally Godzilla. Working with 
Random House on the King of the 
Monsters, Cerasini authored a series of 
novels on the character. This includes 


early work on Godzilla Returns and 
Godzilla 2000. 


Date: 09/19/2016 


Interviewer: Joshua Reynolds 


Back to interviews 


Reynolds: Was there any limit on original creations? Could 
you have made up your own monsters or were you strictly 

tied to the Godzilla franchise? If you had any monster ideas 
you wanted to use but couldn't, could we get some details? 


Cerasini: The kaiju of living stone | created, very Daimaijin like, 
but not like a samurai, of course. Unfortunately the novel was not 
vetted by Toho before the book series was cancelled (due to the 


disaster that was GODZILLA 1998), so they may not have let 


the creature stand. | had an alternate ending in case that 
happened. 


Image by Chris Eye 


| used the name Raijin (after the Japanese thunder god, but also to 
allude to Daimaijin). 


| had an alternative name, Daitengu, after the most powerful of the 


four Japanese god-creatures of folklore. | thought either name 
appropriate, but it was up to Toho, (I would have picked Raijin if it 
was up to me). 


Reynolds: Was there any storylines that you wanted to do but 
couldn't for various reasons, Toho or time restrictions? 


Cerasini: Toho was great. They pretty much approved everything 
with few exceptions, but Lost Continent never got past them so 
who knows? 


Reynolds: Given the chance for future storylines, was there 
any alien race from the Godzilla series you wanted to use? 


Cerasini: In the next 
Godzilla (which | never got to 
write) | wanted to use the 
Mysterians, but as victims of 
a much greater threat who 
come to earth begging for 
help. | envisioned Moguera 
(the old 1957 version) popping out in the middle of Tokyo, and the 
aliens exit from the robot, including (if Toho let me) Dr. Etsuko 


Shiraishi, who wrote the notorious report that started it all and did 
not die at the end of the film as thought. My vision was that The 
Mysterians indeed invaded in 1957 and were repelled. A dying 
race, their technology has not advanced in the fifty plus years while 
Ours in many ways surpassed theirs... | didn't get much beyond 
that as the series was cancelled. 


Reynolds: It has been long thought that Godzilla and the Lost 
Continent was pulled from release because Random House 
lost the license at the last minute. Do you know if this is true 
and the details on what happened? 


Cerasini: Absolutely not true. 
My editor had to call Toho and 
break the disappointing news 
to them that the final book 
would not publish. It was the 
terrible 1998 American 
Godzilla that killed the series. 
Toho and Hank Saperstein 
were both proud of the 
Random House books and sad 
to see them go. 


Fans understand things that 
corporations and sales people 
don't. The fact was that 3 
bookstores would not order a 
Godzilla and the Lost 


Continent because they were stuck with crap books from that 


fi; MARC €ERASINI <---~“- at 


worthless movie, and they didn't understand the difference. | sat in 
the debut at Madison Square Garden watching it and | knew the 
1998 GODZILLA would kill the series, and it did. Mayor Ebert? 
Hank Azaria? And the Please Go Away Award for the worst 
performance by ANY American actor in a Godzilla film goes to, 
Matthew Broaderick. 


Plot 


Godzilla's rest in the Pacific Ocean is disturbed when a landmass the size of Texas appears in the Pacific Ocean and the 
countries of the world rush to control it. But when they arrive they discover vast ruins and a small group of survivors of a 
long-lost civilization. But of more concern is that the monsters Varan, Manda, and Battra have made their homes on the 
Lost Continent. As the invading armies roll in, the monsters begin to combat them but then flee and a totally new monster, 
an extremely powerful humanoid made of rock and stone dubbed Raijin (or Daitengu) appears and destroys all the human 
interlopers. Matters are made even worse when it is revealed that Raijin is merely a herald and champion for an even 
greater intelligence, the very Earth itself, which is not only responsible for the sudden return of the Lost Continent and the 
calling of all monsters to it, but has also possessed the body of Biollante to serve as its avatar, along with creating equally 
monstrous forest growth which soon appears across the globe, in a catastrophic bid to cleanse itself of all human life. Now, 
Godzilla is the only hope for both mankind and the inhabitants of the Lost Continent against these two sentient literal forces 


of nature. 


Appearances 


Monsters 


¢ Godzilla 

e Varan 

« Manda 

¢ Battra 

¢ Biollante 

« Raijin / Daitengu 


« Monstrous forest growth 


Trivia 


« A12-page preview of Godzilla and the Lost Continent appears at the end of Godzilla vs. the Robot Monsters, the final book in the series. 
* Godzilla and the Lost Continent was the first of Marc Cerasini's Godzilla novels in which he planned to include a completely original giant monster, the elemental rock giant 
Raijin (or Daitengu, another considered name), though the book was cancelled before Toho could approve or reject it [1] 
¢ Original creatures had been featured before in Marc Cerasini's novel Godzilla at World's End, such as the Ancient Ones, the Kamakites, and the radically altered human girl 
Zoe Kemmering, but none of these were the gigantic kaiju-style character that Raijin would have been, despite the Ancient Ones themselves being similar to the original 
King Kong in height. 
¢ The concept of Earth having living sentience (often inspired by the Gaia hypothesis) and using created or conjured monsters as servants to protect itself from harmful elements 
like humanity has been explored before in fiction, including in the film Godzilla vs. Mothra and television series such as Ultraman: Towards The Future and Blue Gender. 
« According to Marc Cerasini, the monstrous forest growth, a lesser group of creatures also planned for the unpublished book, would have been very similar to the titular 
menaces of John Wyndham's 1951 novel The Day of the Triffids and its various live action film and TV adaptations. 
¢ The name "Raijin" was later used for a kaiju in Pacific Rim Uprising. In the Monsterverse, it is the Japanese name of Dagon, a member of Godzilla's species in Godzilla: 
Aftershock. 


